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Curie, was allowed to say anything more about
the beauty of Larcouest. It was one of the things
that were not done. Larcouest was the loveliest
place in the world. Everybody knew it and so it
was not necessary to say so.
At mid-day the boats went home to the songs
of the crews. Marie, bare-foot and bare-legged,
her sandals in her hand, picked up her skirts and
waded to the shore through the black mud where
the white gulls sat in crowds.
The company lunched in their own homes, but
most, of them returned to Taschen at two to sail in
the yacht Wild Rose. The yachts and the boats
all belonged to Seignobos. Everything belonged
to him, but he was one of those people who liked
their possessions to be the property of all their
friends. Marie did not sail; she found sitting in a
sailing yacht too slow an occupation. Instead, she
sat at home in her lighthouse correcting science
papers; or she took her spade, her fork and her
secateurs and gardened. Her reeds and brambles
drew her blood; her unexpected rocks twisted
her ankle, or she crushed her own fingers with her
hammer; but she paid no attention to small
matters. At six she bathed again and went to
Taschen to keep the oldest old lady company and
watch for the return of the Wild Rose. Its sails,
golden in the setting sun, appeared just before
dinner, and its wild happy crew came back to
Taschen, the girls* hair decorated with ttie carna-
tions Seignobos gave them each day from his